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Tricks 


Author's Notes: 
It could have happened, couldn't it? 


Early 1980's-LA. 


| took a deep breath and went over to the car. This was the section of town where the prostitutes and 
hustlers were, crack addicts turning tricks like in a movie or something. That old man's voice echoed in my 
head again, that old black guy with the liquor in a paper bag and the billowy flannel shirt over a dirty T-shirt. | 
could still see how his fingernails were all thick and yellow, his hand closed around that paper bag. He said, "Do 


you know where you are?" 


Well, that was New York and this was LA. and | still didn't have a clue. The car was nice, it was some luxury 


car, | didn't really know which one. A Lincoln, a town car, or were those the same? Maybe it was a Cadillac. 


| leaned in the window, dreading seeing a guy, but it was some rich lady. | felt the relief course through me. | 


smiled at her, trying to look seductive but | thought | might have just looked sad. My clothes were hanging off 


of me because of two things, near starvation and drug use. | had no money, no job, nothing, and | was turning 


tricks at this corner to survive, basically. It was the jungle, alright. 


"Hi," she said in her smooth rich accent. The car smelled nice, like new leather and air fresheners and hundred 
dollar bottles of perfume. She seemed all cool, all put together and in charge of this situation already. She knew 


| was strung out. 


"Want to get in?" she said, leaning over to open the door. | stepped back a litle, trying to judge her age. Late 
30's, maybe, mid-40's? It was hard to tell, and not that it mattered. | would have went with anyone willing to 


give me money. 
"Yeah," | said, trying to keep the shaking out of my voice, and | mostly succeeded. 


The seat was so comfortable, the leather as soft as butter. This seat was the most comfortable thing l'd felt 
in months. | felt myself just melting into it. | closed my eyes. 


"What's your name?" she said, her voice smooth with this note of amusement. | opened my eyes and looked at 
her, thinking how this was the opposite of certain things. It was the opposite of the rich old guy trolling for 


some strung out young girl. 
"Axl," 


"Axl, well, that's an interesting name. What are you doing in LA, Axl?" she said, still smiling her little, 
condescending, amused smile. | looked down at my worn out cowboy boots with the blue electrician tape holding 
them together. What was | doing here? Putting a band together, writing the most amazing debut album in 
music history? Not quite. 


"Nothing," | said, not willing to give her anything. We were going to go wherever and I'd do whatever physically, 
but she wouldn't get to own any other part of me. 


"That's okay," she said, steering the car smoothly over the side streets, and the suspension was so good in 


this car | couldn't feel any of the potholes. It was like we were on a train rail. 


"I know what you're doing here. You came from far away to be an actor or a model or a singer, you came to 
make it big. Isn't that what every poor misfit from the middle of the country wants? To come here and make 
it big?" She laughed, a tinkly string of sounds that was the meanest thing l'd ever heard. 


"But it's more expensive here than you thought, and drugs are expensive, so here you are," she said, pulling 
into a parking lot. Yeah, she was right. If | wanted to do shit | had to stop the drugs and find a band and write 
down all the things that were just swirling around in my head, | had to will it into existence. But right now | 
needed money. 


"Come on," she said, her dress swirling around her as she got out of the car. | got out and followed her to the 


big hotel she was heading for. | gasped inside the lobby. It was all made out of marble and every surface 
gleamed like a mirror. She smiled indulgently at me. | felt like she could see every thought in my head. She 
knew by my face that I'd never been in a place as ritzy as this. 


We went up to the top floor and went to her room, and she swung the door open and | gasped again. There 
were windows the length of the wall and you could see the whole city stretching out below. This wasn't just a 
hotel room, there were couches, coffee tables, a kitchen off to the side, and rooms off of this one that had to 


be the bathroom and a bedroom. 


"| don't usually do this," she said, coming over to me where | stood in a daze in the center of the room. She 


touched my cheek with her fingertip. 


"But there was something about you.." she said, tilting her head, brushing my hair out of my eyes. | swallowed 
hard and didn't say anything. She leaned in to kiss me and | kissed her back, despite the litle rule of no kissing 
when you're turning tricks. But | reserved that rule for guys. | just closed my eyes and did whatever with 
them, or let them do whatever, cringing until it was over. Women were okay to kiss. 


| can tell you're on drugs," she said, smoothing my hair and tucking it behind my ear, "I can see it in your 


eyes, and you're so skinny,’ she said, trailing her hand down the bones of my ribs. 

"I hope you can still perform," she said, smiling her mean little smile again. 

| nodded at her, feeling overwhelmed by the scent of her perfume, by the view that was making me dizzy, by 
the hunger and the need for just a little more heroin I'd perform. | did what | had to do to get money, to get 
drugs, to get all this shit together so | could do what | came here for, which was to become one of the 


biggest fucking rock stars of all time. 


She lightly shoved me toward the bedroom, and then she slipped off her dress. 


